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To  AH 

W.   J.   WOODHOUSE,    M.A. 
MAGISTRO   DISCIPULUS. 


Silvidomus,  cantant  auro  fulgentia  vates 

Tempora,  Saturno  nescia  rege  mali, 
Tune  homines  leto,  curarum  auctore,  carebant, 

Junctaque  caelicolis  integra  vita  fuit. 
Saltabant  satyri,  tune  nymphae  dulce  sonabant, 

Sparsit  et  omne  nemus  non  moritura  rosa, 
Incultaque  Ceres  terras  cumulabat  avena 

Silvaque  fatidico  murmure  dulcis  erat. 
Pennifera  carp  si  fugitives  aure  susurrus, 

Accipe,  silvicola  nomine  dare,  modos. 

More  rotae  redeunt  in  se  volventia  saecla; 

Advenit  ilia  aetas  ultima,  prima  redux, 
Somnia  non  igitur  me  fingere  vana  putabis; 

Qui  pius  acta  canit,  nonne  futura  creat? 


PROLOGUE. 

(I.) 
Lux  ARCANA. 

Amid  the  greatness  of  these  morning  hours 
When  larks  enchant  me  to  a  high  repose, 
And  in  the  East  a  sudden  vapour  glows 
Out  of  the  blue  above  the  twin  church-towers, 
What  meant  that  twinkling,  as  of  broken  showers, 
On  the  lone  tree-top,  when  all  else  that  grows, 
Like  the  gold  hollow  of  this  garden  rose, 
Seems  folded  in  the  curve  of  windless  bowers? 

Ask  not  what  forms  from  out  the  secret  hearth 
Trouble  the  delicate  balance  of  the  air 
More  gently  than  the  light  on  turning  wings, 
Lest,  if  thou  pry,  no  more  the  stars  take  birth 
When  on  the  eyes  of  night  falls  unaware 
The  intolerable  edge  of  hidden  things. 


(II.) 

WIND-MAGIC. 

The  -willows  sprang  to  the  wind  like  birds, 

The  light-line  trembled  on  their  wings, 

Their  breasts  were  shot  with  quiverings 

Of  silver-grey,  and  half-caught  words 

Babbled  of  shadows  fled  to  the  sky, 

And  rings  of  light  on  the  ruffled  creek, 

And  that  withholden  lore  we  seek 

From  the  lips  of  the  wood-things.    Poplars  high 

Drank  the  white  wind,  and  all  their  green 

Outstreamed  in  flurrying  curves  of  grey 

Bedappled  with  a  winking  spray, 

And  where  the  tree's  dark  heart  had  been 

There  came  an  unfamiliar  glow 

Like  fire  behind  an  opal  shell; 

All  that  had  seemed  immutable 

Was  sudden-changed,  and  I  could  know 

What  presence  ruled  the  olive  fane 

When  men  beheld  Athene  lift 

Her  shining  arms,  her  tresses  swift, 

And  in  her  eyes  the  light  arcane. 

A  moment  since  the  ivillows  hung 

Like  stalactites,  their  slumbrous  fringe 

Lit  with  a  noon-of-ocean  tinge 

And  shadows  in  their  coverts  clung; 


WIND-MAGIC 

A  moment  since  and  all  was  sleep, 
And  I  had  dreamed  of  silences, 
When  lo  the  unseen  vortices 
Revealed  the  rushing  curves  that  leap 
From  out  the  world  whose  keener  gleam 
Dartles  its  edges  on  our  eyes, 
And  kindles  from  the  swift  surprise 
The  gods  and  wood-things  of  our  dream. 


GODS  AND  WOOD-THINGS 


THE   FAUN 

THE  surface  of  the  river  slid  without  ripple  down  the 
far  reach  to  the  mountain-shadows,  gigantic  shadows 
deepening  over  the  bowed  head  of  the  waters.  Sitting 
on  level  grass  ringed  with  gum-trees,  I  looked  beyond 
the  banks  at  the  ruined  house.  The  lichened  shingles 
were  gapped,  creepers  draped  the  broken  windows.  A 
soft  desolation  was  on  the  garden,  turning  to  silver- 
grey  the  grasses.  Pear-blossoms,  a  shaking  whiteness 
in  the  sun,  flung  subtle  scent. 

I  was  motionless  like  the  brown  log  at  my  feet; 
like  it,  leaning  towards  the  great  house;  like  it,  a 
drinker  of  the  changing  lights.  A  mist  rolled  up  from 
a  mountain-cleft,  refining  in  its  heart  the  last  fire  and 
giving  it  forth  again  in  blue  breath.  Purple  crept  over 
the  pear-blossoms,  stilling  them.  It  stained  the  garden 
flowers  and  grasses.  It  hung  around  the  house  making 
it  wave  and  grow  into  the  transparence  of  a  haze. 
Did  the  waving  creeper  at  the  window  catch  a  last 
glimmer,  or  were  strange  stars  whitening  through  the 
walls  ? 

The  mist  dissolved;  the  sun-rim  touched  the 
mountain-crest.  Strong  shafts  of  crimson  caught 
forest  and  river  and  house.  Blood-red  glistened  on 
the  trunks.  The  wind  above  the  tree-tops  trod  fine 
fire.  The  river-surface  blinded  in  red  its  underheaven. 
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The  brick  of  the  house  made  great  the  red,  growing 
in  its  own  breaths,  a  thing  of  large  fire.  From  the 
solemn  glass  looked  forth,  it  seemed,  an  antique  face 
horned  with  flame.  It  looked  through  me,  beyond  me, 
fixed  on  what  I  saw  not. 

The  darkness  came.  Like  water  over  clear  crystal 
a  silence  brimmed  from  the  world-edge.  The  pear- 
tree  faded,  but  its  scent  came,  dewy-keen,  spiritual  in 
the  dark.  The  house  loomed  far,  a  denser  gathering 
of  the  shadows,  aloofly  veiled.  The  steams  of  earthy 
moisture  floated  to  my  nostrils.  I  was  motionless  like 
the  log  at  my  feet. 

The  waking  of  Earth  began,  the  opening  of  the 
ancient  eyes.  Could  one  but  dare  them,  their  secret 
vapours  would  show  the  floating  ghosts  of  fauns,  the 
moving  of  oracular  lips,  the  dread  grey  forms  of 
Maiden  Goddesses.  May  they  not  burst  again  to  life 
at  the  unsealing  of  the  lids? 

The  old  house  seemed  grown  to  the  stature  of  a 
temple.  The  trees  were  ranged  like  a  colonnade  of 
shadow-haunted  marble.  The  waters  seemed  gathered 
in  the  hollow  of  a  lustral  cup. 

Through  the  silence  came  from  the  house  a  faint 
call  like  the  playing  of  pipes.  A  tremor  seized  me, 
an  impulse  to  start  into  strange  life,  into  some  old 
inmost  instinct  of  the  blood.  Yet  was  I  fastly  held. 

There  was  a  lizard-like  stir  at  my  feet.  The  log 
moved,  rose  with  the  lithe  doubling  of  animal  limbs. 
A  shaggy  form  stared  through  me,  beyond  me,  fixed 
on  what  I  saw  not.  It  darted  toward  the  river  and 
plunged.  The  stars  were  shaken  in  the  ripples  that 
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chased   its  pointed   ears.     It   ran  up  the  bank   and 
vanished  in  the  house. 

The  house  was  no  longer  given  to  my  eyes.  Only 
across  the  water  came  the  pear-scent,  enriched,  it 
seemed,  to  incense. 


DEMETER 

IN  the  heart  of  the  hills  curved  the  grey  road,  the 
full  of  the  sweep  gathered  to  an  oaken  grove  above  a 
stream.  Amid  the  grove  was  set  the  Virgin.  At  her 
feet  were  wild  garlands  woven  with  wheaten  ears. 
The  strange  distilling  powers  of  evening  lifted  their 
scent  in  waves  about  her  temples.  She  seemed  melted 
in  the  rarity,  so  wondrous  was  the  quiver  of  the 
upward  arms.  Rays  of  gold,  purged  in  the  blood  of 
the  oak-leaves,  crept  beneath  the  hood,  lighting  the 
eyes. 

Eyes  of  marble  grown  tender  grey  with  the  years. 
Beneath  the  gold-filled  hollow  of  the  hood  they  gazed 
on  the  great  western  hill. 

A  peasant-woman  rounded  the  curve  of  road.  She 
dipped  a  wreath  of  corn-poppies  in  the  stream,  and 
laying  it  at  the  Virgin's  feet,  prayed : 

"  Oh,  Holy  Virgin,  who  dost  gaze  in  ecstasy  on 
the  Heavens,  restore  my  babe  that  is  sick  unto  death. 
Bend  thine  eyes  from  the  Heavens  upon  me ;  for  thou 
hast  known  the  Mother-Sorrow." 

The  gold  in  the  hollow  of  the  hood  caught  the 
Virgin's  eyes  in  a  tremble.  The  wreath  at  her  feet 
seemed  wet  with  her  fallen  tears.  The  woman  was 
glad,  and  cried:  "O  Virgin,  thine  eyes  are  pitiful. 
Let  me  fill  my  vessel  with  the  healing  water  and  bear 
it  to  my  babe."  And  kissing  the  garlanded  feet  she 
went  away. 
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But  there  was  no  ecstasy  in  the  Virgin's  eyes,  nor 
was  her  gaze  upon  the  heaven,  but  on  the  hill. 

Again  a  peasant-woman  drew  near  and  placed  at 
her  feet  a  garland  of  wild  violets  wet  with  the  stream. 
"  O  Virgin,"  she  prayed,  "  thou  who  dost  gaze  on  thy 
exalted  Son,  ripen  my  fruitless  womb.  Make  me  full 
woman  through  pain,  for  thou  hast  known  the  Mother- 
Sorrow." 

The  grey  arms,  caught  in  the  quavering  lights, 
flung  shadows  on  the  water.  The  woman  was  glad 
and  said,  "  Oh  Virgin,  thy  hands  have  blessed  the 
water.  I  will  drink  of  it  and  be  fruitful."  And  kiss- 
ing the  garlanded  feet  she  went  away. 

But  her  eyes  were  lifted  on  the  hill,  not  upon  the 
Son. 

Her  face  was  not  the  face  of  youth.  It  was  grown 
old  in  the  dimness  that  now  gathered  round  her  hood. 
Her  eyes  seemed  kindly  to  the  shadows  that  touched 
them,  for  they  are  ancient  brooding  things,  the  hiders 
and  healers  of  sorrow.  She  had  cast  shadows  for  the 
suppliant,  herself  old  in  grief,  the  suppliant-armed,  the 
Childless. 

The  last  keen  light  deepened  the  dusk  of  the  hill. 
A  fine  silence  held  the  hollow,  a  listening  consciousness 
of  some  ancient  Influence.  The  hill-curves  grew  living. 
They  flowed  to  godlike  shoulders,  to  the  outline  of  a 
secret  shadowed  head.  Hazes  drifted  and  settled  on 
crag  and  boulder  like  the  robing  of  divine  knees  and 
breast. 

There  grew  strange  stirrings  amid  the  mist  in  the 
hollows,  throngs  of  wan  forms,  streaming  hair,  restless 
feet,  low  rhythms  of  startled  hymns,  a  quaking  of  the 
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air,  a  shudder  that  passed  upward  to  the  great  hill- 
pines. 

The  cloud  floated  aloft — wraith-like  figures, 
numbed  in  attitudes  of  pain,  like  troubled  things  in 
half-awakened  sleep.  It  passed  onward  to  the  knees 
of  the  Mountain  Mother. 

Her  arms  rested  on  her  knees,  upholding  her  head. 
The  cloud  broke  on  her  knees,  supplicating  her  breasts, 
melting  against  them  to  the  dark.  The  Mother  sat 
unheeding,  her  form  one  with  the  earth-gloom,  her 
breasts  dry,  her  eyes  searching  the  night — the 
Childless. 

The  hood  now  touched  with  deep  darkness  the 
Virgin's  eyes.  Alone  of  all  things  they  met  the  gaze 
of  the  Mountain  Mother,  sorrow  to  sorrow. 


THE  FIRE  OF  THE  GODS. 

IN  the  silence  of  the  later  light  the  Faun  started.  All 
day  he  had  lain  like  a  basking  lizard;  now  his  limbs 
twitched,  his  fists  dropped  from  his  chin,  he  sprang 
swiftly  erect.  His  pointed  ears  were  pricked,  his  eyes 
darted  sidelong.  Nimbly  he  slid  from  trunk  to  trunk 
like  a  quickened  tree-shadow.  His  form,  bent  sharply 
forward,  merged  in  the  purple  of  a  leafy  avenue. 
Rounding  a  curve  he  stopped  suddenly,  rigid  and 
watching,  set  like  a  slim  trunk  amid  the  forest. 

A  square  of  quiet  light  reddened  the  wood-dimness. 
Though  the  sun  was  sunken  the  after-feel  of  day 
haunted  the  rifts  and  shadows  of  the  trees,  and  lay 
round  a  cottage,  where  shone  the  window.  It  gave 
itself  to  the  wall-creepers,  making  faint  grace  of  light 
on  curves  of  leaf  and  tendril.  Beneath  it  the  iron  roof 
lost  its  sharp  metal  outlines,  and  like  the  bottom  of  a 
clear  lake,  deepened  the  overtide  of  blue. 

Fringing  the  shadows  was  a  gum-bough  spread 
from  a  tree  set  in  benignant  bend.  The  long  pointed 
leaves,  dry  in  their  autumn  fibre  and  firmly  glossed, 
caught  the  dull  even  red  to  the  glint  of  slenderest 
steel.  It  seemed  like  the  hand  of  the  watching  tree 
hollowed  above  some  shielded  fire. 

A  crooning  sound  broke  from  the  room.  The 
Faun  started  suddenly  as  he  had  stopped.  With  little 
noiseless  leaps  and  furtive  backward  darts  he  came 
near  the  window  and  looked  within.  A  woman  sat 
rocking  a  child,  the  light  of  a  lamp  wavering  on  hair 
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and  shoulders  as  she  moved.  For  long  the  Faun 
watched,  but  as  she  rose  to  place  the  child  in  the 
cradle,  he  started  timidly  back  against  the  tree. 

At  the  touch  of  the  tree  he  recoiled  as  if  from 
some  potent  shock.  He  flung  his  arms  before  his 
fearing  eyes  and  cowered  away  to  the  forest-edge. 
Lying  flat  he  looked  at  the  tree,  spellbound  and  wide- 
eyed. 

All  the  silence  hitherto  now  seemed  like  an  unclear 
web  before  some  deeper  thing,  a  silence  unbearable, 
the  silence  of  impending  Presence.  It  was  felt  in  the 
dark  by  a  keenness  in  the  garden-scents.  The  honey 
in  the  flower-hearts  became  ambrosial,  a  food  too  fine 
for  sun,  too  dread  for  men.  Over  the  thousand 
petals  came  a  trembling  caused  by  no  wind,  a  motion 
of  wakened  fibres,  a  quivering  given  to  the  still  pro- 
cession of  the  scent.  Of  the  motion  was  born  a  flame, 
the  petal-blood  grown  conscious,  imbued  with  the 
divine  heat.  There  grew  from  the  dark  faint  flower- 
forms,  white  as  the  disc  round  the  young  moon's  shell. 
The  garden  was  become  a  smokeless  burning  of  the 
inner  blood,  a  company  of  spiritual  hues,  the  givers  of 
fire  to  fragrance. 

From  the  tree  the  trembling  had  started,  and 
round  the  cottage  beneath  its  shadow  the  motion 
became  more  intense.  The  burning  of  the  creepers 
passed  to  the  wall,  and  the  body  of  the  cottage  changed 
to  a  current  of  blue,  as  when  beneath  stars  water 
throbs  under  the  still  level.  The  iron  roof  breathed 
away  its  heaviness  and  hung  air-light,  like  a  hood  of 
deeper  sky.  Only  the  red  glow  of  the  window  was 
unchanged. 
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There  came  a  shudder  over  the  tree.  The  garden- 
scents  deepened,  the  flowers  became  vivid,  the  cottage- 
mist  swayed,  took  magnitude  and  mounted  skyward. 
The  red  of  the  window  turned  to  yellow,  then  to 
keenest  white,  the  whiteness  of  the  foredawn. 

About  the  tree  the  interior  air  grew  apparitional, 
making  the  leaf-veins  a  coursing  of  wondrous  fluid, 
catching  the  silver  of  trunk  and  branch  to  some 
remoter  burning.  Burning  and  blood  grew  firm,  like 
self-carven  things,  taking  the  whiteness  of  flesh  so 
rare  that  there  still  showed  through  it  the  whiteness 

of  stars The  Mother  was  come,  bending 

above  the  white  fire  of  the  gods,  wherein  the  life  of 
all  things  is  bathed  to  renewing.  Through  the  night 
she  gathered  in  her  hands  invisible  life,  purging  it  as 
she  had  purged  in  her  wanderings  the  mortal  child. 

The  Faun  watched  on  with  wide  eyes,  for  his  day- 
eyes  are  narrow  and  sleepy,  but  his  night-eyes  are 
wide  and  keen,  the  seers  of  wild  shy  secrets,  the 
beholders  of  celestial  descents. 


THE   CENTAUR. 

ON  my  cavern-roof,  Silenus,  are  wreaths  of  stone 
whose  veins  are  lit  with  blood  at  the  dawn,  telling  mo 
when  I  awake  that  day  is  near.  I  passed  beneath 
them  and  stepped  on  to  the  open  ledge  of  hill.  The 
sky  was  like  clear  water  brimming  the  mountain-edge, 
shivering  about  the  moon  that  was  piercing  white  and 
wonderfully  near  to  earth. 

Chill  steams  drenched  the  grass  with  purple, 
cooling  the  wind  with  scent  of  earth  and  herbage. 
Stooping  I  drank  dew  from  the  crisp  blades,  for 
sweeter  than  wine  is  the  grassy-flavoured  dew. 
Beneath  the  frosted  elm-leaves  I  passed  down  the 
slopes  seeking  the  clefts  of  yellow  comb.  At  the  hill- 
base  the  stream  foamed  round  my  hooves.  I  thrust 
my  limbs  against  the  snow-cold  water  and  reached  the 
bank,  warmed  with  the  swimming.  Against  a  smooth 
trunk  I  sleeked  my  hide,  and  the  leaves  swept  the 
vapour  from  my  flanks. 

Thus  it  was,  Silenus,  that  my  rising  was  glad.  It 
is  now  high  noon  and  the  thin  air  is  grown  heavy  with 
gold.  Beneath  the  dew  the  leaves  were  firm  and 
curved ;  now  they  are  slack  with  heat  and  over-mellow. 
These  hours  past  I  have  watched  the  long  hair  of 
women  moving  amid  the  rows  of  purple  vine;  but 
with  the  noon  they  went.  Bright  feet  no  longer  tread 
the  presses,  and  this  deep  burthen  of  silence  is  stirred 
no  more  with  the  vintage-singing.  Have  I  not  found 
you  in  an  oaken  hollow,  one  with  the  noon,  sunken  in 
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old  earth-silence?  Yet  are  you  keen  of  ear,  though 
your  limbs  move  not,  a  drinker  of  forest-sounds. 

Then  listen.  One  sound  is  yet  living,  a  pipe  of 
river-reed  making  a  change  of  three  complaining 
notes,  the  melody  of  one  desolate.  I  will  tell  you  of 
the  player  and  wherefore  I  am  come  here. 

When  I  had  crushed  honey  from  the  comb  I 
passed  downward  toward  the  lake,  for  there  wild 
fruit-trees  rim  the  sand.  Beyond  the  first  turning  of 
the  stream  begins  the  thicket,  pierced  by  the  track  my 
hooves  have  made  with  many  goings.  Beyond  the 
thicket  lay  the  lake,  stretched  above  its  shadow-trees 
as  rare  and  silvern  as  the  light  above  the  fruit  I 
sought.  Well  I  know  the  morning-silence  in  the  wind- 
less hour,  the  blue  haze  flung  on  ruddy  apples  cool 
with  the  undried  dew.  But  now,  as  I  reached  the 
thicket-edge,  sharp  pain  broke  the  silence,  a  cry 
anguished  and  stifled  by  the  baying  of  hounds.  The 
earth  gave  back  the  thud  of  feet,  and  the  bushes  were 
cloven  before  a  swift  human  body.  Blood  stained  the 
flesh  from  thorn-rents,  the  back  doubled  earthward, 
ever  and  anon  the  hands  were  thrust  before  the  eyes, 
and  the  legs  stumbled  as  of  one  half-blinded. 

Hard  on  the  fleeing  man  came  the  fierceness  of 
hounds,  harsh-throated  and  panting.  One  leaping 
muzzle  touched  his  heel,  whereat  he  turned,  and  in 
his  eyes  I  saw  the  blankness  of  one  distraught  by  too 
great  light.  He  lurched  groundward,  and  his  shrill 
cry  quelled  the  yelping — "  Goddess,  not  thus,  not 
thus !"  But  straightway  long  teeth  were  in  his  throat 
and  savage  heads  swarmed  over  his  white  body. 

I  have  seen  hunted  deer,  with  bloodied  dapples, 
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fling  the  throat  heavenward,  and  wounded  lions  knot 
their  thews  and  claw  the  sand,  but  never  have  I  seen 
such  anguish  as  fought  in  the  limbs  of  the  stricken 
man.  Twice  with  each  hand  he  tore  from  his  throat 
a  hound,  tossing  them  limp-necked  into  the  bushes; 
thrice  he  rose  sitting,  his  eyes  still  blinded,  shining 
awfully ;  and  I  knew  that  to  him  the  heads  were  but  as 
hot  shadows.  But  after  the  third  time  he  lay  back- 
wards, his  hands  fumbling  with  the  foam  about  their 
lips ;  and  when  the  struggling  grew  faint,  the  dripping 
hounds,  like  bidden  things,  flew  backward  to  the 
lake.  His  bitten  shoulders  still  heaved,  yet  while  I 
looked  his  great  frame  was  loosed,  the  frame  of  one 
mighty  and  beautiful. 

Deep  silence  fell  on  the  forest,  no  longer  the 
bright  silence  of  morning,  but  the  silence  of  things 
that  will  not  look  on  death.  Then  suddenly  I  shook 
with  fear,  being  mindful  of  another  silence,  the  awe 
before  godhead.  For  I  had  not  remembered  that  this 
dawn  is  the  dawn  of  the  bathing  of  Artemis.  Then  I 
understood  the  piercing  whiteness  of  the  moon  and 
its  wonderful  nearness  to  earth.  I  trembled,  under- 
standing the  fate  of  the  dead  one  and  the  silence  of 
the  woods,  knowing  violation.  Yet  was  I  sorrowful 
for  the  beauty  of  the  man  and  the  blindness  of  his 
eyes. 

And  even  as  I  stood  mute,  with  looks  abashed,  a 
low  sound  came  hollow  through  the  silence;  and  by 
the  dead  man's  side  I  saw  a  wet-eyed  faun  playing 
upon  his  pipe  a  song  of  desolation. 

All  the  morning  I  have  wandered,  seeking  to  forget 
death.  I  durst  not  approach  the  wild-fruit  gleaming 
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amid  that  awful  air.  I  sought  for  sound,  but  the  birds 
were  still,  nor  was  there  bee-music  among  the  flowers^ 
Fearful  of  loneliness  I  hid  behind  a  hillock,  watching 
the  long  hair  of  women  amid  the  broad  green  leaves 
of  vine.  They  knew  not  of  their  huntsman's  rending 
and  marred  not  the  blitheness  of  their  vintage-singing. 
But  through  its  closes  came  to  me  the  melancholy 
piping  of  the  faun. 

I  am  fearful  of  being  alone.  The  White  One  has 
departed,  but  the  forest  is  awed  and  the  wood-things 
have  taken  covert.  I  have  sought  you,  Silenus,  that 
I  may  not  be  alone. 

No  answer  you  give  me,  sunken  in  old  earth- 
silence,  watching  with  unshut  eyes.  They  have  beheld 
the  whiteness  of  the  moon  and  known  its  meaning. 
Have  you  not  bidden  us  beware  that  hour  lest  we  stir 
the  mystic  bathing  that  gives  to  the  waters  whiteness 
and  fruitfulness?  Almost  I  forgot  your  counsel,  and 
am  come  to  you  for  strength ;  for  from  you  all  wood- 
things  seek  comfort  though  your  words  be  rare.  The 
sinking  sun  will  throw  gold  on  your  body,  night  will 
drink  from  it  the  gold,  but  the  evening  star  will  look 
on  eyes  unshut  even  as  when  they  beheld  the  white- 
ness of  the  moon. 

Move  not,  Silenus.  Deep  is  your  silence,  more 
strengthening  than  words.  Let  me  stay  by  you  from 
the  noon-heaviness  till  the  sinking  of  the  sun;  for 
hark,  on  your  silence  breaks  a  melancholy  piping. 
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ON  the  dripping  rock  above  this  pool  were  faint  lights 
caught  from  the  red  edge  of  the  moon;  and  I,  who 
with  my  fingers  broke  the  shadow  of  a  star,  beheld 
amazed  a  figure  thereon,  unclad  and  white.  The  eyes 
were  of  one  distraught,  and  on  her  breast,  the  light 
was  troubled.  I  was  afraid  because  of  her  anguish, 
thinking  offended  godhead  was  nigh,  and  caught  the 
lily-leaves  about  my  body.  But  she  saw  me  not,  fixing 
her  eyes  upon  the  pool  and  afterwards  upon  the  stars. 
Now  she  was  seized  with  weeping  and  cried : 

"  Behold  me,  ye  gods,  and  have  compassion  ? 
Remit  your  task  and  forget  me  not  utterly! 

Remember  how  in  the  olden  time  there  was  no  sun 
nor  moon,  but  all  heaven  was  as  your  immortal  air. 
Then  men,  being  as  children,  beheld  the  shadows. 
For  they  counted  their  life  as  semblance,  but  the 
shadows  they  called  the  thoughts  of  the  gods. 

But  when  they  cried  through  overweening  for  the 
fiercer  sun  their  eyes  grew  narrow  from  blindness, 
wherefore  they  cried  for  Night  and  Sleep  that  through 
dream  they  might  again  seek  the  Shadows.  With  the 
coming  of  Night  was  born  the  fear  of  death,  and  men's 
dreams  were  unshapen  phantoms  which  in  waking 
they  would  remember,  seeking  to  banish  the  fear  of 
death.  Recall,  ye  gods,  how  I  was  then  set  above 
them  that  my  voice  might  bring  again  their  first 
dreams,  the  voice  of  one  unseen,  that  seeking  blindly 
they  might  the  more  strive. 

22 
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So  for  long  it  was.  On  the  thin  summits  of  the 
air  I  sang  the  departed  songs  of  the  Shadows,  which 
some  few  hearing  dimly  understood,  and  made  songs 
after  their  likeness,  among  whom  was  Orpheus,  the 
lover  of  a  Shadow. 

But  with  the  dulling  of  men's  ears,  being  unheard 
I  sought  the  earthly  levels,  taking  upon  me  flesh  to 
breathe  the  heavier  air,  yet  still  unseen  because  men's 
eyes  were  grown  dimmer.  Now  were  my  Shadow- 
songs  too  rare  for  their  understanding,  but  in  the 
woods  I  cried  from  oaks  and  caverns  things  nearer 
to  their  hearts,  which  yet  might  win  them  from 
devouring  phantoms.  And  some  few  thought  therein 
to  hear  the  voice  of  the  gods,  fashioning  them  in  their 
own  shape,  unknowing  that  their  light  and  their  voice 
are  of  the  unremembered  Shadows. 

Then  came  the  full  curse  on  me  thus  descended, 
for  now  in  the  thick  air  my  memory  of  the  gods  grew 
faint,  and  when  I  would  reseek  the  upper  air  I  was 
held  by  my  heavy  flesh.  Whereat  I  grew  distraught, 
and  forgetting  the  words  of  the  Shadows,  called  no 
more  but  made  songs  of  my  own  grief  in  the  language 
of  men.  These  they  understood,  and  drunken  with 
the  sweetness,  sought  me  who  by  behest  of  the  gods 
was  sightless.  In  despair  whereof  they  made  of  the 
cool  grape-juice  fiery  phantoms,  foolishly  imaging  my 
likeness.  But  I,  deserted  of  gods  and  unseen  of  men, 
fell  witless  through  loneliness  and  babbled  to  men 
their  own  words.  Then  were  they  wholly  fallen, 
deeming  me  in  laughter  a  vanity. 

Now  is  the  end,  and  I  am  come  to  the  pool  of 
bitter  remembrance,  here  to  die;  for  here  hath  Echo 
remembered  unto  death. 
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Hearken,  ye  gods!  When  thus  forgotten  of  your 
eyes  I  was  become  dense  with  earth,  I  haunted  the 
waters,  finding  therein  the  shadows  of  things,  empty 
and  mockers,  yet  remembrancers  of  the  Shadows  that 
are  light.  At  this  pool,  where  Artemis  was  wont  to 
bathe,  I  waited  in  hope  to  supplicate  her  with  my 
sorrow.  On  a  day  there  came  hither  a  man,  noble  of 
stature,  chosen  of  the  White  One  for  priesthood. 
Poor  were  his  songs,  yet  loftier  than  those  of  men, 
being  caught  from  the  white  arc  of  his  goddess'  bow. 
His  songs  enamoured  me  whose  voice  was  now  become 
hollowness,  and  for  answer  I  sought  to  cull  white 
tones  from  the  sphere  of  the  moon.  But  after  much 
strife  I  fell  with  hard  breathing  upon  the  earth ;  and 
seeking  still  to  answer,  babbled  back  his  broken  words. 
Now  was  I  utterly  fordone,  seen  not  of  his  eyes  and 
heard  not  of  his  ears. 

When  he  was  gone  I  lay  prone  until  the  night,  and 
with  the  risen  moon  there  passed  a  dread  quivering 
among  the  leaves.  Amid  the  dusky  trunks  I  saw  the 
brown  feet  of  fauns  and  heard  a  signal  of  hushed 
halloos.  Thereafter  came  on  my  nostrils  a  keen  scent 
as  of  many  pines,  at  which  I  was  glad,  having  token 
that  the  White  One  again  would  bathe  in  this  pool. 
But  even  therewith  my  bitterness  was  made  terrible ; 
for  if  she  came  in  very  presence  I  know  not,  seeing 
naught  and  held  from  supplication  by  numbness  of 
tongue. 

But  when  the  silence  was  greatest  there  came  over 
the  water  a  quivering  and  the  burstings  of  light  in- 
numerable, whereby  the  water  was  thinned  to  the 
whiteness  of  sky ;  and  far  beneath,  more  deep  even  than 
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at  her  highest  poise,  I  saw  the  Shadow  of  the  moon 
whose  semblance  is  in  the  heaven.  While  thus  I 
gazed  there  came  from  the  trees  the  man,  who  bent 
him  passionately  above  the  pool,  and  cried : 

'  Thus  is  thy  promise  paid,  O  Queen !  Thee 
Narcissus  hath  not  beheld ;  but  even  as  Thou  hast  said, 
mine  eyes  are  given  the  Shadow  of  Thy  light !' 

On  him  bending  I  looked,  and  saw  within  the  pool 
his  Shadow  made  timeless  and  childlike  as  in  the 
blameless  age.  He,  also,  perceiving  it,  cried: 

'  Now  do  I  know  Thy  full  guerdon,  O  Queen,  who 
hast  bidden  me  drink  of  the  Well  of  Remembrance; 
for  thus  are  my  dim  visions  made  clear,  and  I  have 
remembered  my  life  that  was  and  will  be !  First,  there- 
fore, to  Thee  libation,  and  then  the  drinking  of  the 
Well  of  Remembrance!' 

Saying  this  he  drew  from  his  breast  a  knife  of 
sacrifice,  and  cutting  his  arm,  spilt  blood  upon  the 
ground,  then  leapt  into  the  pool.  Upon  his  leaping 
came  no  stir  in  the  water,  nor  any  sight  of  him,  but 
only  a  greater  brightness  in  the  Shadow. 

Now  I,  being  weak  from  vain  flight  and  aghast  at 
the  wonder,  swooned,  and  on  the  waking  saw  naught 
changed  from  its  wont,  save  that  where  the  blood  had 
lain,  now  grew  a  flower  of  strange  beauty.  With  this 
thought,  too,  I  was  stricken,  that  in  the  pool  I  had  not 
seen  my  own  Shadow. 

Ye  gods,  have  I  not  striven  to  bear  the  burden  of 
your  task,  shunning  the  pool,  yet  perforce  returning? 
Wherefore  this  last  chastisement,  that  having  beheld 
the  Shadow  of  the  man,  I  should  be  smitten  with  love? 

Am  I  doomed  to  utter  grossness?    Has  the  white 
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ichor  in  my  heart  been  turned  to  red,  and  will  ye  dull 
my  remembrance  till  I  become  even  as  men,  the  mocker 
of  myself  ?  Nay,  I  will  seek  ye  even  as  he,  and  for  a 
chastisement  will  give  to  the  hills  and  valleys  the 
semblance  of  my  voice!" 

Sister,  when  I  was  by  the  springs  of  Ocean  I  saw 
a  lover  on  the  Leucades  throw  her  arms  to  the  stars. 
One  moment  her  body  shone  amid  her  hair,  and  there- 
after there  was  naught  beneath  the  stars  but  the 
pitiless  silver  of  the  cliffs.  Even  so  leapt  Echo,  yet 
not  with  human  body;  for  with  the  ending  of  her 
plaint  came  a  thinning  of  the  flesh  so  that  through  her 
breasts  I  beheld  the  shining  of  the  wet  rock.  Nor  did 
the  water  receive  her  plunge,  but  in  a  mist  she 
vanished. 

Now  knowest  thou  why  I  no  longer  keep  this  pool. 
The  sign  shall  be  given  to  the  wood-things  that  here 
is  a  place  of  dread.  None  hath  beheld  the  marvel  save 
me  alone  and  one  other ;  for  as  I  fled  I  saw  near  by  in 
a  cavern  at  the  roots  of  an  oak,  the  half-shut  eyes  of 
Father  Silenus. 
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WHERE  are  you  now,  you  whose  face  was  as  the 
Grecian  faces?  What  god-descended  blood  kept  pure 
its  running  in  chosen  veins,  for  the  last  time  to  flow  in 
you? 

By  this  bright  fire  I  will  tell  myself  you  are  with 
me.  Even  thus,  a  year  ago,  we  watched  the  curious 
ember-shapes.  To  you  appeared  grey  ancient  things : 
for  me  the  red  went  black,  wherein  I  felt  the  moving 
of  shapes  unseen. 

After  we  had  met  we  came  to  this  wood-dwelling, 
where  I  built  green  altars  and  made  songs  of  you. 
When  I  had  found  you,  hidden  and  afraid,  and  come 
to  love  you,  then  first  came  on  me  the  gift  of  song. 
Often  I  have  chased  you  from  the  noon-heaviness  till 
set  of  sun,  for  you  would  lurk  in  tree-trunks  and  flash 
forth  upon  my  seeking,  or  lure  me  with  wild  halloos 
to  clear  spaces  and  untroubled  pools.  At  night-time 
we  have  crouched,  hearing  strange  calls  tossed  from 
the  coverts,  startled  by  faint  luminous  movings  as  of 
moon-touched  limbs,  peering  at  white  grasses,  woven 
by  wind  to  shapes  as  of  awakening  marble. 

This  night,  a  year  now  gone,  we  saw  that  dim 
wood-secret.  Remember,  as  we  came  at  sunset 
beneath  a  white  arch  of  trunks,  there  fell  on  our  ears 
a  piping  as  of  some  ancient  music.  From  north  or 
south,  from  east  or  west  it  may  have  arisen,  for  we 
stood  in  a  wide  circle  of  low  trembling.  Then  with 
quick  feet  you  recoiled,  and  I  beheld  a  dead  stump 
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move.  A  face  uplifted  its  downward  look,  a  face 
browned  as  with  many  sunstains,  rough-skinned  and 
worn  as  with  running  waters.  The  pipe  of  river-reed 
in  its  hand  was  pointed  a  moment  upon  us.  whereon 
it  vanished,  even  as  the  sun  was  set. 

No  longer  we  heard  the  trembling,  but  in  our 
hearts  it  sounded,  touching  us  to  a  magic  muteness. 
Was  it  a  grief  as  of  sundering  that  checked  our 
words?  Suddenly  I  found  the  night  wras  chill,  and 
shivered. 

As  we  sat  beside  the  fire  that  night,  I  made  to 
speak,  but  you  were  holden  by  the  ember-shapings. 
When  I  laid  my  hand  upon  your  hair  it  seemed  a  cold 
wind  blew  it  into  the  semblance  of  thin  green  leaves. 
Scarce  had  I  touched  your  warm  fingers  when  again 
the  low  piping  circled  round  the  house,  and  one  in  will 
we  unlatched  the  door  and  entered  the  wood-shadows. 

The  pool  at  the  gully's  base  was  not  as  clear  glass 
beneath  the  moon,  for  thin  mists  made  the  upper 
lights  like  veiled  eyes.  Of  our  journey  thither  I 
remember  naught  save  unseen  stirrings  and  strange 
cries  made  hollow  in  the  keen  air,  and  through  all  the 
low  piping  as  of  a  rare  void  troubled  by  winds.  As 
we  neared  the  pool  the  strengthening  of  the  wail 
tokened  its  source  was  there. 

Reeds  fringing  the  water  swayed,  though  moved 
by  no  wind,  and  in  their  midst  sat  the  brown  form 
playing  his  pipe.  I  was  shaken  as  by  some  fear,  but 
you,  forgetting  me.  bent  forth  to  listen.  Then,  in  an 
instant,  I  seemed  grown  ages  old,  rooted  to  earth,  with 
slow-running  blood,  even  as  a  tree.  As  a  tree  I  felt 
the  air  anew,  not  as  breathed  momently  by  men,  but  as 
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a  gentle  quickening  known  through  every  limb.  It 
seemed  that  all  the  air  I  had  known  by  scents  and 
breathings  was  stripped  from  earth,  and  an  old  fire, 
more  ancient  than  man,  returned  on  its  cycle  to  the 
first  of  things. 

Thereon  came  to  me  the  understanding  of  echoes 
and  the  winged  sounds  of  air,  and  thus  the  piping  grew 
to  a  life  through  all  my  slow  blood: — 

"  Where  art  thou,  Syrinx,  that  I  have  loved,  I 
Marsyas  of  the  fair  melodies?  My  music,  wherewith 
I  called  thee,  is  grown  aged  and  trembling.  Thy  blood 
was  not  as  mine,  who  am  of  the  wood-things,  yet  didst 
thou  love  me  and  give  to  me  a  voice  of  singing. 

Syrinx,  I  am  now  other  than  I  was.  Recall  the 
moonless  and  the  sunless  age,  when  the  stars  were  near 
and  golden  globes,  making  eternal  night  that  was 
eternal  day.  Was  I  not  then  proudest  of  wood-gods 
save  one,  him  of  the  horns  of  flame,  Pan,  whom  to  be- 
hold bringeth  strange  terror?  Recall  how,  from  his 
dread  pursuit,  thou  didst  rush  into  my  arms,  and  how, 
with  my  wood-call,  I  changed  us  both  to  reeds.  Then 
didst  thou  love  me  and  of  thy  very  body  didst  give  me, 
voiceless  till  then,  the  reed  of  music.  Mad  power  came 
on  me  from  thy  gift,  and  I  did  build  green  altars  and 
make  bright  laughters  on  thy  name. 

Then  smote  our  laughing  the  Night  of  Gaia,  black- 
ness in  the  heaven  and  coldness  in  the  earth.  Shudder- 
ings  and  voices  of  great  deaths  uptore  the  blackness 
when  the  old  gods  gave  up  their  fire.  As  roots  we 
were  bounden  into  the  earth,  and  with  the  life  of  roots 
lived  out  the  age  of  silence.  Naught  we  heard  and 
naught  we  felt,  but  on  our  bodies  the  dripping  of  chill 
dews  from  the  unlighted  trees. 
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Terrible  was  the  blindness  of  our  re-awakening, 
for,  as  we  lay,  faint  blood  streamed  through  the  black- 
ness and  from  the  mountain-crest  flashed  gold  intoler- 
able, amid  which  a  vast  god  with  strong  singing  strode 
the  air.  Affrighted,  I  tore  my  limbs  from  the  bonds  of 
many  roots,  and  seeking  the  dark  cavern  where  lies  the 
head  of  Gaia,  made  question  of  her  eyes  whether  they 
be  living  or  dead.  As  I  gazed,  the  sleeping  eyes  were 
opened,  in  whose  grey  mists  I  saw  the  ghosts  of  sunken 
gods.  There  had  I  fallen  to  death  but  that  the  deep 
eyes  kindled  with  the  new  fire  from  above  and  drove 
me  forth.  But  thee  I  found  unscathed  and  shining 
with  the  gold,  heeding  me  not. 

Now  as  I  gazed,  new  colour  was  on  the  sky,  and 
the  round  lamps  of  the  stars  were  no  more.  Vast 
music  rang  through  heaven,  raising  fierce  winds  that 
broke  on  the  forests  with  roaring.  In  the  great  god's 
hand  was  a  lyre  of  gold  whence  rushed  the  music  like 
bright  waves  of  ocean.  Laughing  thou  didst  hold  thy 
hands  to  him,  and  at  the  very  turning  of  my  eyes  wast 
no  more  at  my  side. 

I  lay  long  desolate,  fearing  the  whiteness  of  the 
skies.  Then  a  wonder  happened,  for  behold  the  great 
god  sank  behind  the  hills,  and  again  I  beheld  the  stars, 
swung  high  to  distant  air,  grown  small  and  silver. 

Thus  I  learned  of  day  and  night,  but  in  the  daytime 
I  sang  no  more,  being  held  by  a  drowsy  numbness. 
With  the  night  again  I  moved  and  mourned  thee, 
Syrinx.  My  reed  gives  forth  no  longer  a  lightsome 
note,  but  only  wailings  of  desolation.  Return  to  me, 
O  Syrinx !  Was  I  not  lithe  of  limb  and  white  of  skin 
when  the  stars  were  near?  Dost  thou  hate  me  now 
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that  the  god's  fire  hath  gnarled  and  browned  my  day- 
still  form?  Desert  him  and  abate  his  power,  or  must 
I  through  endless  days  call  on  thee  with  my  pipe  till 
with  the  dawn  the  old  wood-sleepiness  come  over  me  ?" 

Of  this  plaining  I  was  aware  through  all  my  blood, 
and  looking  to  see  if  your  grief  was  as  mine,  found 
you  no  longer  at  my  side.  Then  under  the  moon  I  saw 
a  trembling  take  the  reeds,  and  from  the  encircling 
light  there  grew  the  face  and  form  of  you.  Coldness 
went  through  me  at  the  marvel,  and  I  would  have 
plunged  into  the  water  with  intent  to  snatch  you  to 
myself ;  but,  rooted  still,  I  heard  low  words : — 

"  Grieve  not  for  me,  my  Marsyas !  I  was  a  light  let 
loose  from  the  gods,  given  to  thee  for  a  space  that  thou 
mightst  learn  of  singing.  In  the  ease  of  time  I  taught 
thee  laughters,  the  songs  of  a  light  untroubled.  Now 
hast  thou  learned  the  larger  music  of  the  dark.  With- 
out thy  pipings  where  be  the  dews,  the  making  of 
scents  and  blossoms,  the  silent  cleansings  of  the 
waters?  Dost  thou  not  call  the  valley-mists  and 
enchant  the  keen  air  of  mountains  to  quicken  the 
leaves  ?  Are  not  the  gold  of  moons,  the  blue  of  moon- 
lessness,  made  deeper  for  thy  singing  ?  Once  thy  tones 
were  mild  and  moveless  as  the  nearer  stars ;  now  like 
their  silver  points  they  set  clear  deeps  in  motion.  Not 
less  is  thy  dominion  than  Apollo's,  for  thine  is  the 
music  of  still  spaces,  the  music  of  the  night. 

Make  then  of  my  going  a  mystery.  Grieve  not  for 
me,  my  Marsyas !" 

When  your  voice  had  ceased  the  reeds  alone  were 
there,  but  still  uncomforted  the  piping  cried  "  Return ! 
Return!" 
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With  the  dawn  it  ceased,  and  on  me  came  the  duller 
life  of  men. 

Where  are  you  now,  god-descended?  Too  long  I 
have  told  myself  you  are  not  gone.  The  fire  is  black, 
the  night  is  bitter.  Are  there  those  for  whom  the  dawn 
is  bitterer  still  ? 


SYRINX. 

The  last  fawn  drinks 
By  the  river-brinks, 

His  nostrils  quiver; 
The  grey  reed  shrinks 
In  the  faint  star  shine 

Within  my  river. 

I  have  drunk  song-zvine, 
The  dew  of  the  pine, 

Oh  come  forsaking 
Thy  lofty  shrine! 
A  meteor-trail 

Sets  the  reeds  quaking. 

She  has  leapt  the  vale, 
She  is  here  all  pale, 

She  is  here  all  white, 
Immortal,  frail! 
Let  the  great  sun  shout, 

I  will  sing  the  night! 


THE  GOD-DRUNKEN. 

WHAT  means  this  crimson  upon  the  trees  and  that  great 
shining  on  the  leaves  ?  The  trees  might  seem  like  pillars 
of  marble,  yellow  and  purest  white,  capitalled  with 
malachite  and  gold.  What  keeps  the  air  like  a  full 
tide  poised  at  the  breaking-edge? 

The  little  whirlwinds  gather,  the  bubblings  of  un- 
known life.  Dead  leaves  stir  in  russet  spirals  and  settle 
like  beating  plumage  between  the  breaths.  A  prickling 
runs  through  all  the  air  and  the  veinings  of  the  trees 
now  quiver  and  shift  to  the  stripings  of  hides,  the 
burning  of  eyes.  Bright  lynxes,  fawns  and  tigers 
emanate  like  phantoms  from  the  trunks,  the  tips  of 
their  hair  starting  like  flames.  There  is  a  snuffing  of 
nostrils,  a  tapping  and  padding  of  hooves  and  paws, 
and  the  bright  flocks  go  streaming  to  the  cavern. 

They  know  who  is  within,  the  gnarled  form  that 
lies  from  sun  to  sun,  gathering  to  his  ears  the  forest- 
sounds,  holding  the  life  of  the  woods  in  his  eyes, 
weaving  the  silence  of  coverts.  In  his  blood  is  the 
patient  life  of  trees,  the  warmth  of  basking  stones,  the 
busy  stillness  of  the  lizard.  His  eyes  are  dull  as  the 
haze  and  bright  as  the  flashing  of  leaves.  His  voice  is 
the  ceaseless  rushing  of  the  sap,  the  quiver  of  airs  and 
waters,  the  hollow  of  calm  above  the  forest  whir  and 
babble. 

The  flocks  are  gifted  with  voice  and  call  on  the 
silent  Father.  The  brown  form  rises  and  steps  into 
the  light.  Taking  the  crimson  into  himself  he  vapours 
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skyward,  topping  the  fiery  tree-crests.  Two  floating 
clouds  of  red  and  gold  he  clasps,  and  drinks  the  wine 
from  their  burnished  cups.  His  form  is  shot  with  red 
and  gold,  and  his  arms  outstretch  in  benediction. 

From  the  long  avenues  come  muffled  thuds  and 
clinkings.  There  is  a  bicker  of  white  amid  brown 
dancing  masses.  Goat-footed  forms  spring  from  trunk 
to  trunk,  their  beards  sweeping  their  hairy  breasts,  the 
sweat  streaming  to  the  ground  and  splashing  their 
doubled  knees,  while  halloos  and  chatterings  break 
through  the  pauses  of  the  cymbals.  Up  to  the  cloud 
they  sweep,  the  fauns  with  round  eyes  puffing  their 
moist  cheeks  over  the  pipes.  The  white  thighs  of 
nymphs  and  dryads  flash  through  their  kirtles  of  reed 
and  leaf.  They  have  bridled  the  fauns  with  thongs  of 
ivy  and  lash  their  pricking  ears  with  grasses.  The 
satyrs  feint  at  the  white  limbs  and  show  their  teeth  in 
wild  grimaces  at  the  mock  rescuers  from  their  boldness, 
and  both  then  slap  their  thighs  and  shake  with  mirth 
at  the  game.  Then  one  begins  the  dance  and  all  fling 
themselves  in  circles,  white  feet  crosswise  with  brown. 
Cymbals  toss  above  the  furry  heads  and  leaf-green 
hair,  and  the  shag-bellied  satyrs  swarm  the  trees,, 
somersaulting  from  branch  to  branch. 

The  silent  Father  smiles  and  pours  the  red  and 
golden  wine  upon  them.  Like  fine  rain  it  beads  upon 
their  hair  and  dabbles  round  their  lips.  They  scream 
for  madness  and  kiss  his  feet.  The  satyrs  leap  from 
the  tree-tops  at  the  fiery  cups,  hanging  out  their  tongues 
to  catch  the  wine,  and  fall  with  its  descent,  gambolling 
and  fawning  round  Silenus'  knees.  Now  comes  a 
snorting  and  trampling  and  a  bellow  breaks  the 
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clamour.  A  cohort  of  centaurs  has  snuffed  the  wine 
and  burst  the  thickets,  clanging  with  stones  huge 
brazen  gongs.  They  scent  the  outpoured  god  with 
horse-like  nostrils,  and  shaking  the  forelocks  from 
their  squat  foreheads,  uplift  their  flecked  eyes  and 
boom  from  their  chests.  Upturning  the  hollow  gongs 
they  brim  them  with  wine  and  draw  it  horse-wise,  with 
bent  necks. 

The  tilted  cups  are  straightened,  and  silence  comes 
on  all.  The  lynxes,  fawns  and  tigers,  that  have  been 
lapping  the  reddened  grass,  now  nudge  against  the  fet- 
locks of  the  centaurs.  Catching  each  his  nymph,  the 
fauns  and  satyrs  leap  on  the  centaur-backs  and  vanish 
woodwards,  wrapped  in  the  breath  of  their  steeds. 

A  scent  of  resin  comes  down  the  aisles,  herald  of 
cries  and  drunken  lights.  Torches  of  pine  fling  the 
shadows  of  vine-leaves  on  heaving  backs  and  shoulders, 
and  undulate  on  the  dapples  of  fawn-skins.  Clusters 
of  grapes  lift  purple  in  the  air,  and  crushed  by  gripping 
hands,  burst  ruddily  on  the  uplifted  mouths,  brimming 
in  runnels  on  throats  and  bosoms.  As  they  swing 
nearer  their  eyes  distend  and  redden  in  the  torches. 
They  cry  the  god-cry  and  snatching  goat-skin  flagons 
from  their  sides,  gulp  the  wine  with  shuttling  throats. 
Now  the  thyrsi  thrash  into  tumult  the  hooting  of 
conches  and  booming  of  drums,  amid  which  a  babel 
of  bass  and  treble  shouts  the  dread  names  of  the  Twice- 
Born. 

They  have  reached  the  knees  of  the  Father,  and 
check  their  breath,  gazing  dumbly  on  each  other.  With 
the  descent  of  the  wine  they  burst  into  a  spinning 
frenzy.  The  women  strip  the  fawn-skins  from  their 
bodies  and  wave  their  arms  as  though  beating  the  wine 
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upon  their  flesh.  They  thrust  their  hands  into  their 
hair,  and  drawing  forth  snakes,  twine  them  round 
neck  and  limb.  The  thyrsi  wave  like  flails  and  striking 
rocks  and  trees  unloose  fountains  of  milk,  god-mingled 
and  maddening  as  the  wine.  With  the  gathering  of 
the  access  they  gash  them  with  knives,  till  their  bodies 
are  a  hundred  mouths  for  the  incoming  of  godhead. 

Suddenly  crashes  through  the  thicket  a  divine  bull, 
his  gilded  horns  wreathed  with  ivy.  White,  pure 
white,  is  his  hide,  and  all  the  air  about  him  seems 
heightened  to  his  hue.  With  unblinking  eyes  he 
watches  the  revellers  as  one  in  essence  aloof  and 
graciously  descending,  nor  as  they  swarm  upon  him 
do  his  great  knees  bend  or  his  horns  lower.  He  holds 
them  an  instant  checked  before  the  majesty  of  the 
liberating  victim.  Then  a  maenad,  lashed  with  divine 
insanity,  well-nigh  impales  herself  upon  his  horns  and 
buries  her  teeth  in  his  neck.  The  look  of  ravening 
runs  from  eye  to  eye,  and  in  a  moment  the  bull  falls 
softly  groaning  beneath  a  hundred  knives.  They  fight 
about  his  lips  to  catch  his  last  breath,  and  in  his 
spouting  hide  a  swarm  of  lips  is  sunk,  torn  therefrom 
by  those  behind  ere  a  draught  be  scarcely  drained. 

The  silent  Father  smiles  in  sanction  of  the  union, 
and  all  now  reel  from  the  bloodless  victim  in  the  lan- 
guor of  ecstasy.  They  fall  in  postures  of  exhaustion, 
the  lashes  quivering  over  their  half-shut  eyes.  But 
one,  more  plenteous  in  frenzy,  snatches  a  torch  and 
blowing  it  again  to  blaze  cries: — "Bacchants,  have  ye 
forgot  the  mountain  bluffs  and  the  vigils  of  the  dawn  ?" 
They  start  upward  at  the  voice  that  sounds  more  than 
human  to  their  delirious  ears,  and  at  the  instant  the 
forest  shadows  suffer  marvellous  change  and  stalk 
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forth  as  panthers  that  fawn  upon  the  revellers  and  lick 
the  bloody  wine  from  their  skins.  Upon  their  backs 
all  fling  themselves  and  stream  onward,  forgetful  of 
the  broken  thyrsi  and  the  trampled  fawn-skins. 

What  sound  is  this  amid  the  quiet  and  the  dusk? 
A  stone  dislodged  falls  into  a  deep  pool  and  the 
plunge  comes  hollow  from  the  steep  rocks.  Not  such 
was  that  sound.  If  those  plaintive  notes,  wherewith 
the  forsaken  of  Tereus  begins  her  song,  were  deepened 
and  become  human,  such  might  have  been  that  cry. 
The  cups  of  the  Father  have  grown  pale  and  spiritual, 
as  though  a  star  were  set  in  shells  of  amber  and  ruby. 
Yet  as  if  expectant  he  stands,  and  lo!  the  cry  comes 
again,  something  of  harshness  mingling  as  it  nears. 
There  comes  the  crackling  of  leaves  and  twigs,  and  a 
strange  face  peers  through  the  branches.  The  dusty 
hair  hangs  knotted  above  the  hollow  eyes  wherein  is 
the  madness  of  melancholy.  The  body  parts  the 
branches  and  steps  before  the  Father.  Couches  of 
rock  have  hardened  his  flanks,  fierce  suns  have  shrunk 
his  thews,  long  self-dealt  hungers  have  bared  his  ribs, 
yet  all  have  heightened  the  fire  within  his  eyes,  the 
ecstasy  of  rejection.  He  stops  beside  the  slain  bull 
and  spurns  it;  his  foot,  touching  a  broken  thyrsus, 
recoils.  Before  the  knees  of  the  Father  he  falls,  and 
prays  aloud: — 

"  There  are  lords  of  many  flames  in  heaven,  and 
above  them  the  arms  of  all-encompassing  Night.  On 
the  zone  of  the  Virgin  Goddess,  the  sleep-giving  wand 
of  Hermes,  on  the  lyre  of  Orpheus,  that  woos  to  dark- 
ness, on  every  lord  and  every  token  have  I  called  that 
I  might  sink  into  the  bosom  of  Persephone.  From  her 
womb  I  have  prayed  that  I  be  born  again,  not  to  the 
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denser  air,  but  beneath  the  wings  of  Eros  the  First- 
Born.  I  have  coated  me  with  mud  and  bathed  me  anew 
in  milk  that  I  might  rise  from  foulness  to  fairness; 
and  in  a  coffin  of  stone  I  have  lain  three  days  beneath 
the  symbols  of  the  holy  fan  that  thus  I  might  gain  the 
resurrection  to  deathlessness.  Tell  me,  thou  Silent 
One,  why  these  strivings  are  in  vain? 

The  kinship  of  men  is  grown  foreign  to  me,  for 
they  are  of  the  race  of  the  ashes.  By  the  eating  of 
herbs  and  the  drinking  of  forest- waters  I  have  sought 
to  purge  the  Titan  from  me,  that  I  be  conformed  to 
the  Seed  of  the  Lightning.  In  my  cavern-watchings 
my  ear  is  grown  fine  and  my  sight  keen  with  desire  to 
hear  and  see  great  Phanes  beyond  the  silence.  Yet  not 
thus,  even  in  the  calm,  is  the  curse  remitted.  I  am 
bound  like  Ixion  to  the  wheel  of  Being,  and  to  the 
dizziness  of  changing  heaven  and  earth. 

Tell  me,  for  thou  are  like  an  incarnation  of  the 
mystery  that  speaks  not,  yet  tells  all,  canst  thou  close 
for  me  the  forgetful  well  and  open  the  waters  of 
memory,  or  must  I  forever  plunge  down  the  unlighted 
arc?" 

From  the  high  cups,  now  almost  waned  to  the  dusk, 
an  unseen  rain  fell  on  the  Orphic.  He  rose,  striding 
with  expanded  frame  into  the  shadows,  and  crying  on 
the  presence  of  strange  lights. 

Thus  were  the  wines  of  the  Father,  the  wines  of 
calm  and  ecstasy,  given  to  his  creatures.  On  the  hill- 
tops the  softened  Bacchants  beheld  unspeaking  the 
dawn,  whereto  there  rose  an  Orphic  chant ;  and  through 
the  pipes  of  fauns  was  poured  the  silver  of  quiet 
heaven. 


ORPHIC. 

A  crying  down  the  hollow  vales  of  Greece, 
Heard  not  of  aught  save  some  unhaunted  pool, 
Sets  quivering  the  light-line  round  the  trees 
Like  pain  upon  a  bosom  dark  and  full. 
Fled  from  the  far-off  torches'  piny  scent, 
A  zvandering  shadow  in  the  f aimless  dark, 
Some  Orphic  mourns  his  soul's  re-kindled  spark, 
Seeking  the  well  of  memory  and  forgot  descent. 

The  stars  that  kindle  in  the  denser  sea 

When  the  imprisoned  Virgin,  for  a  space, 

Outpours  herself  upon  Eternity 

And  takes  its  light  upon  her  lifted  face, 

Cast  on  the  moving  mirrors  of  the  earth 

The  broken  mockery  of  their  flickerings, 

And  some  few  dreamers,  in  the  mist  cf  things, 

Read  from  the  shadow-forms  the  dipping  arc  of  birth. 
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THE   PASSING. 

THE  Boatman  crouched  in  his  crazy  hut, 
"God's  help,  is  this  a  Christmas  cheer?" 
The  fire  was  bright,  the  door  was  shut, 

The  gale  howled  through  the  branches  sere ; 
The  dry  nets  rattled  on  the  post 
Like  fingers  of  the  midnight  Lost. 

Rap,  rap  at  the  door!    Up  flew  the  latch! 

The  hinges  groaned,  the  wind  rushed  in, 
Three  shadows  flecked  a  snowy  patch 

Black-robed  and  cowled  from  brow  to  chin, 
The  flakes  that  struck  them  slid  to  ground, 
Three  shades  that  cast  no  shade  around. 

He  shook  before  the  muffling  cowls, 
His  fingers  trembled  on  his  sleeve, 
"  What  would  ye  when  the  night-wind  howls  ? 
No  benison  this  bitter  eve?" 

They  turned  and  pointed  to  the  stream, 

He  followed  like  a  man  in  dream. 

The  Boatman  rowed  them  from  the  land, 

Upon  his  arm  the  billows  hoar 
Splashed  till  it  seemed  a  dead  man's  hand 

Was  numb  upon  a  creaking  oar. 
The  moon  was  like  the  river's  eye 
And  glared  upon  him  fearsomely. 
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White  were  the  fingers,  white  and  cold, 

That  pressed  a  coin  into  his  hand, 
"  Back  to  thy  dwelling !     Here  is  gold ! 
"  Utter  no  word,  else  art  thou  banned !" 
A  moonbeam  flashed — "  My  God !"  he  cries, 
White  were  the  faces,  white  the  eyes ! 

They  turned  and  vanished  where  the  trees 
Held  straining  arms  against  the  clouds, 

Their  garments  shook  not  in  the  breeze 
But  stiffly  hung  like  frozen  shrouds. 

And  shivering  still  before  their  glance 

He  sank  upon  the  ground  in  trance. 

And  lo !  they  burst  into  a  hold 

Of  moonlight  built  and  mazy  glooms, 

The  lawns  were  lit  with  crocus-gold 
And  sleepy-lidded  poppy  blooms 

Entwined  with  lucent  asphodel 

Like  a  caught  star-breath's  pulsing  swell. 

Illumined  in  the  mellow  light, 
Ample  of  form  and  grandly  nude, 

The  olden  gods  all  statue-white 
Moved  in  Olympian  attitude; 

It  seemed  some  Grecian  afternoon 

Fell  on  them  from  the  pagan  moon. 

Off  from  the  monks  their  garments  slid, 
Their  white  limbs  gleamed  among  their  peers 
Within  whose  marble  eyes  were  hid 
The  secrets  of  the  ancient  years, 
v\s  though  a  peace  their  eyelids  froze 
In  some  white  moment  of  repose. 
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They  held  a  speech  like  glimmerings 

Of  quiet  skies  on  summer  days 
When  the  faint  tips  of  sunset  wings 

Winnow  upon  the  hills  a  haze, 
And  the  blue  winds  make  monotones 
Amid  the  balsam  of  the  cones. 

Yet  troubled  with  a  dim  distress, 

A  furtive  sorrow  unallayed, 
They  hid  with  easy  lordliness 

The  yearning  of  the  sapless  shade; 
Faint  sighings  broke  their  laughter  low 
Mocking  their  stately  afterglow. 

Sudden  the  tangled  grass  was  rent — 
There  peered  from  forth  an  oak-tree  base 

A  gnarled  form,  the  earthy  scent, 
The  earthy  murmurs  in  his  face; 

They  turned,  and  old  Silenus'  tongue 

Chanted  of  when  the  gods  were  young. 

"  I  saw  the  dizzy  stars  go  red, 

Within  the  thunder-smitten  sky 
I  saw  a  ghastly-lighted  head, 

A  great  grey  face's  agony; 
Nine  days  it  fell,  the  great  grey  gloom 
And  Chronos  plunged  in  Gaia's  womb. 

Then  blackness  shut  the  riven  space, 

And  from  the  rumbling  marge  of  things 

There  grew  another  greater  face, 

Old  Silence  brooding  neath  her  wings. 

Into  her  heart  she  took  again 

The  last  torn  echoes  of  his  pain. 
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I  lay  within  a  forest  lair, 

The  old  earth-stillness  held  me  mute, 

The  grasses  twined  amid  my  hair, 

My  limbs  were  grown  with  moss  and  root, 

Yet  were  my  eyes  still  set  to  mark 

The  suffering  of  the  silent  dark. 

Then  in  the  dead  abyss  there  grew 
Faint  flitting  eyes,  the  random  stars, 

There  crept  into  the  deeps  a  blue 
That  burst  in  awful  fiery  bars 

And  I  beheld  Apollo  rise 

Wild  light  about  his  sinewy  thighs. 

Old  Gaia's  mountain-breasts  grew  warm 
A  shiver  through  her  forests  ran, 

The  god  went  on,  a  clanging  storm, 
His  fire  fell  on  the  breast  of  Pan ; 

He  shouted  loud  on  nymph  and  faun, 

Their  nostrils  drank  the  steams  of  dawn. 

So  were  ye  born,  ye  glorious  ones, 

Seed  of  slain  Time  and  Second  Night, 

Ye  oped  your  eyes  and  kindled  SUIT;, 

For  ye  were  young  and  drunk  with  might; 

Ye  laughed  to  battle  with  the  black 

And  war  the  snarl  of  Chaos  back. 

And  when  the  Giant's  craggy  brood 
Lapped  the  young  dawn  with  lion  roar, 

And  rushed,  a  granite  multitude, 

On  bolts  that  felled  them,  blinding-hoar, 

Ye  glittered  mid  your  thunder-smoke 

Exultant  when  their  masses  broke. 
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Ah,  then  your  blood  was  primal  flame! 

It  cooled  to  ichor  on  your  snows, 
Oh,  wondrous  white  Olympian  shame, 

The  sin  of  soul-secure  repose! 
Ye  doffed  the  armour  of  emprise 
And  took,  not  yielded,  sacrifice. 

And  while  ye  twined  the  laurel-wreath 

I  kissed  my  mother  Gaia's  lips ; 
They  oped — I  drank  her  maddening  breath 

And  saw  in  swoon  the  gods'  eclipse. 
Then  I  besought  of  Mother  Earth 
The  echoes  of  Apollo's  birth. 

I  bore  them  to  your  high  repast 
And  made  thereof  a  warning  song, 

Ye  said,  '  The  gods  of  eld  have  passed, 
The  gods  of  youth  are  ever  strong.' 

Ye  laughed  through  all  the  pagan  day — 

E'en  while  ye  laughed  your  brows  went  grey. 

Now  are  your  limbs  grown  marble-cold, 
Your  splendour  is  a  wistful  wraith, 

Look  in  each  other's  eyes — behold 
The  whiteness  of  a  frozen  faith ! 

Once  more  the  dark  hath  turned  to  red, 

Another  god  his  blood  hath  shed. 

Nay,  steal  no  warmth  from  Gaia's  veins, 

Go  rule  apart  a  silver  heaven, 
And  I  shall  watch,  till  Gaia  wanes, 

\Yhat  newer  gods  to  men  are  given, 
What  newer  gods  shall  learn  of  me 
Who  am  as  old  as  Mystery." 
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As  columned  alabaster  dims 

At  sunset  into  shadow-grey, 
The  lustre  paled  along  their  limbs 

And  hid  their  blanched  eyes  dismay; 
Yet  were  their  godlike  heads  unbowed, 
Inscrutable  and  kingly-browed. 

Then  one  by  one  they  rose  and  sped 
Xightward,  erect  and  unsubdued ; 

Like  a  burst  heart  the  sunrise  shed 
His  passion  on  the  clouds  in  blood. 

They  looked,  and  sought  their  ghostly  pale 

Serene  beneath  the  awful  grail. 


FINIS. 

QUID  VERBA   JUVANT? 

World  of  the  veil,  tJiou  art  a  wavering  dusk 
Made  blinder  by  the  darkness  of  the  word! 
Yea,  from  the  brightest  I  ivould  strip  the  husk 
Till  the  hid  heart  of  white  be  disinterred, 
And  thus  my  soul,  illumined,  undistressed 
Be  u'ith  that  secret  breath  att unable 
Till  form  and  hue  become  a  crucible 
Of  music  round  the  silence  of  the  Alkahest. 
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